XXIX
CLEMENCEAU AT HIS SCULPTOR'S
[In the Citroen, a little coupe whose interior
is lined with pearl grey. Brabant is at
the wheel and handles the little darling
a bit violently.
MYSELF : What a lovely new car you have ! Is it your
old Citroen done up ?
CLEMENCEAU : I'll tell you what happened. I went to
see Citroen. I gave him my old car and said, * I need a
new one/ He answeredc Good, but a man who has done
what you have for the country isn't in the same category
as an ordinary customer; I can't let you pay a penny/
I looked at him. I wondered if he was pulling my leg.
For some years I've not been accustomed to hearing that
sort of thing. I returned,c All right. That seems a pretty
good proposition to me. I accept your gift. But here's
ten thousand francs which you will be so kind as to dis-
tribute amongst your workmen from me.'
PIETRI : You're forgetting that you handed over your
old car. Moreover, Citroen wouldn't sell it again, , . .
CLEMENCEAU : No. He's keeping it as a souvenir,
He's a Jew, but a good Jew. There are some good Jews.
MYSELF : They didn't all crucify Jesus Christ,
CLEMENCEAU : Oh, everybody more or less crucified
Jesus Christ, They still crucify Him every day. . . .
MYSELF (examining the accessories) \ And I see that there's